e T e T N N
Pk d LY Y e 14

wmxem  THE NEW YORK HERALD &7
otk EIGHT PAGES and Art Criticism :
” [COPTYRIGHT, 1“23, BY /THE BUN-HERALD UOR?DBAT!&NJ
: - NEW YORK, SUNDAY, OCTOBER 22, 1922. _
@ /\ews and Not: f the Stc
- - ® . - o
THE REVIEWING STAND ., The Talk of Broadway
" By Alexander Woollcott By FRANK VREELAND
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the Chauve-Sourls Is a song they have been singing in France for

more than two centuries, but which, as far as we can recall, had
not been sung in this town in our time. That is the half jaunty, half
pensive ballad called “Le Mort et Convoi de PInvincible Malbrough” Every
Frenchman knows {t—knows it so thorotighly that he could not for the life
of him tell when and where it first entered into his memories any more
than any of us can remember at what time and place we first heard “Yankee
Doodle.”

There are those who say Its tune runs back to the time of the Cru-
kades—that the knights of Godfrey de Bouillon roared it under the very
walls of Jerusalem, leaving it behind them In Arabia, where you can hear
it to this day. Certainly its assoclation with the mock ballad of the dread
Duke of Marlborough goes back to the Battle of Malplaquet, in 1709, at a
time when his was a name wherewith the bonnes could frighten children
into good behavior. Unable to slay or rout the fellow, it was the French
way to take revenge in derisive song, and the legend has it that at night-
fall after the disastrous battle a French soldler, who was minus his shirt
by this time and had not eaten in three days, distilled for himself a sweet
consolation by inditing this funeral dirge for an enemy then only too pain-
fully alive,

The song spread along the line from tent to tent and became one of the
lhomely and cheerful possessions of the people. Years later—later by three
score years and ten—it was taken to court. A son had been born to the
allen Queen, and to Versallles was summoned a ruddy, buxom peasant
woman to be his nurse. With her from the country she brought the old
tune which, as like as not, her grandfather had heard sung along the roadd
1n the confusion after Malplaquet. So the cradle of the little chap, who
was to vanish into history as the Lost Dauphin, was rocked to the incon-
gruous melody of “Malbrough s'en va-t-en guerre.”

It caught the ear and jingled in thé memory of the Austrian, to whom
it was a new thing in a land where so much was still new. She made it
the fad of Versailles, It was played by the fiddlers of the court. It was
hummed and roared in the stables. It spread to Paris and became the
rage. Its lugubrios tale was wrought in tapestries and embroideries. It
wag painted on fans and carved on snuff boxes. The “Mironton, mim‘lton.
mirontaine” dogged the stranger's steps along the Seine much as the “What,
never? Well, hardly ever” refrain became epidemic in this country when
“Pinafore” was new., The song maddened the young Goethe, agape in the
Paris of Louis XVI. It was a favorite with Napoleon, who, though no great
shakes as a barytone, made a point of singing its catch lines as he put foot
to stirrup for any entry into battle.

Up on the Century Roof now its elegiac quatrains are acted out with
mock solemnity by a very troupe of puppets escaped from some lunatic
Guignol, The sound of the accompanying verses stirred many a memory
in this listening chronicler. A memory of an old woman in a smoky, satisage-
festooned kitchen of a Norman estaminet bending over the fire and heating
an omelette to the rthythm of “"Mironton, mironton, hirontaine.” A memory
of three little poilus In weather stained horizon blew, jogging under a
wintry moon along the while, frosted road that led to Nancy and singing
as they went “Malbrough s'en va-t-en gwerre” A memory of a dirt floor
farmhouse on the Britanoy coast—a  lonely tarmbouse built when {he
great Louls was King of France. And there one night last summer, while
tae crowd sat around the wall to listen and someone with a guitar
strummed a lazy accompaniment, our own Kathleen Howard stood and
sang this ancient song.

Above all, a memory of “Trilby.” Occasional references to that book
of books ‘will keep creeping into this column as King Charles’s head into
Mr. Dick's memorial. Every reasonabBle effort will be made to avoid
them, but surely this time it {s necessary. For that night when Tafly
and the Laird and Little Billee went to the Cirgue des Bashibgzoucks to
hear La Svengali sing—the might they learned that it was Trilby—the
greatest volce of all time [mparted its immeasurable heartache to this
foolish old ballad. It is a matchless description, that passage wherein
I'n Maurier follows verse by verse the mounting anxiety, the deepening
sense of an {rrevocable calamity with which she could invest the coming
of the messenger. Hear him:

“All this time the accompaniment had been quite simple—just a few
obvious, ordinary chords,

“But now, quite suddenly, without a single modulation or note of
warning, down goes the tune a full major third, from E to C—into the
graver depths of Trilby's great contralto—so solemn and ominous that

"

there {8 no more weeping, but the flesh creeps; the accompaniment slows
and elahorates itself; the march becomes a funeral march, with muted
etrings and quite slowly: .
Aux nouvelles que japporte—
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine!
Aux nouvelles que fapporte, i
Vos beaux yeux vont pleurer!
“Richer and richer grows the accompaniment,
teine becomes a dirge:

Quittez voa habits roses—
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine!
Quittes vos habits roses,
EL vos satins brochés?

The mironton, mirons

-

“Heare the ding-donging of a big bell secms to mingle with the score |

» and very slowly, and =0 impressively that the news will ring
forever in the ears and hearts of those who hear it from La Svengali's
lips:

a s

Le Sleur Malbrouek est mort—
Aironton, mironton, mirontaine!
L« Sieur—Malbrouck—est—mort!
st mort—et enterré!
“And thus it all ends guite abruptly.
“And this heartrending tragedy, this great historical epic In two
dozen lines at wilch some five or six thousand gay French people are

Lady Malbrough for “Trilby.”
—Coutresy of Harper 4 Brom

i

Du Maukier's Drawing of

The Captain of the Wooden Soldiers Woos Katinka of

—From g Drawing by Boudeikine

the Chauve-Souris.

snifMing and mopping their eyes 1MRe so many Niobes, is just a common
olid French comic—a mere nursery ditty like ‘Little Bopeep.'"
. -

But the full ballad as it has been hauded down through the genera-

is the whole thing:

Le Mort et Convoi de I'Invincible Malbrough

Malbrough s'en va-t-en guerre.
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Malbrough s'en va-t-en guerre,
Ne sait quand reviendra.

L'un portajt son grand sabre.
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
L'un portait son grand sabre,
L'autre ne portalt rien

A l'entour de =a tombe.
Mironton, mironton, mirontaline,
A Ventour de sa t e,
Romarine, I'on planta,

1I'reviendra z2-a Plques,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
1 reviendra z-a Pliques,

Ou 4 lu Trinité,

La Trinlté se passe

Mironton, mironton, mirontiaine,
La Trinité se passe

Malbrough ne revient pas.

Bur In plus haute branche.
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Sur la plus haute branche,

Le rossig’'nol chanta

On vit voler son ame
Mirenton, mironton, mirontaine.
On vit voler son ame,

Ay trauvers des lauriers.

Madame a sa tour monté,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine.
Madame & sa tour monté

S{ haut qu'elle peut monter.

Chacun mit ventre A terre
Miranton, miranton, mirontaine.
Chacun mit ventre & terre,

Tt puls se releva.

lilla apergoit son pag'e
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine.
Elle apergoit son pag'e

Tout de noir hablilé,

Paur chanter les victolres,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Pour chanter les victoires
Que Malbrough remporta,

Beau pag'e, ah ! mon beau pag'e,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine.
Beau pag'e, ah! mon beau pag'e

Quell' nouvelle apportez.

La eeremonie faite,

Mirontan, mironton, mirontaine,
La ceremonie faite,

Chacun s’en fut coucher,

Aux nouvell's que J'apporte,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine.
Aux nouvell's qua Yapporte,
Vos beaux yeux vont pleurer.

Les uns aves leurs femmes
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Lea uns avec leurs fammes,

Et les autres tout seuls,

Quittez voa habits roses,
Mironten, mironton, mirontaine,
Quitlez vos habits roses

Bt vos satins brochés.

Ce n'est pan qu'il en mangue
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine.
Ca n'eat pas qu'il en manque
Car j'en connals beaucoup.

Monsiour d"Malbrough est mort,
Mlironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Monsieur d*Malbrough est mort.
Fst mort et enterré.

Des blondes et des brunes,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine.
Des blondes et des brunes

Et des chataign's aussi.

J'lal vu porter en terrs,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
J'lal va portar en terre,

Par quatre z-officlers,

Tn'en dis pas davaninge.
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Jn'ensdis pun davantage,

Car on voilk z-assez,

| L'un portalt sa culrasss.

| Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
L'un portait sa culrasse,
L'autre son boucher,

From this version is carefully omitted the sinful final quatrain es-
pecially written for the Russian zanies on the Century Roof. In his
sambling preamble to the ballad there, Balleff has the hardihood to re-
peat the old tale about the days when this song wus so all-pursuing in
Burupe, It seems a Frenchman astray in London and bound for Merl-
borough street could mot remember its name, but got there all right by
| haillng a cab and enriching the cabby's day by singing “Malbrough” to
him. Balieff also proudly claims for this ballad the distinctlon of neover
having been turved Into what he balefully calls a fawx trawt. Perhaps
80, perhaps not. But the tune did cross over to England and thence to
us nearly A hundred years ago. And we hear it overy year of our lives,
for the words that it pleked up {n England were “We won't go home until
morning.”

Anyway, it is altogother delightful to hear it sung so solemnly, so non-
sensically in the Chauvo-Sourls. And perhaps, if we are all very good, some
day Ballef may bring over another French song that has hidden too long
in old French buvettes and garrisons—"Aupres de ma blonde.”

BRADY WEEK.
AST woeek on Broadway was set aslde as Willlam A Brady week—
L dedicated entirely to his adventures In art. On Monday night
came "Swifty,” a bit of flagrant theatrical balderdash, wyitten under
a delusion which has heen losing n little ground of late, As the late Bert
Leston Taylor once observed, the public Is not such a fool as it looke.
Then on Tuesday came a plece of guite another sopt—Paul Géraldy's

|
|
1

tions is much longer than two dozen lines and here, for once in a ws:-'.i

["A\tmer." & fine, penerating, thought-
iﬁ:l comedy, beautifully acted by Its
srall compuny—especially by Grace |
George and Robert Warwick.
| Mlas Gueorge as an actress we have
alwuys had the livellest ad:'mrul.'.on.l
For Grace George us n translutor of

Booth Tarkington play,

R
attention in more ways than one. It
was written by Tarkington In order
to uphold Emerson’s well known law
of compensation, so far ag Billle Burke
s concerned, Last season Miss Burke
appeared in “The Intimate Strungers,”
which, as everybody ought to know
now with any pretense to being ac-
qualnted with rondway, was origi-
nally meant to be grafted on the tad
ents of Maude Adams, It was writ
ten about n character who liad passef
the first bloom of youth, but try =
desperately as she might Miss Burke
could not leok anything but voung.

S0 the author promised to write for
her a play in which she would be Jus-
tified in appearing vouthful. In add@
tion to Miss Burke the cast on the
maule side will be topped off wilth Allan
Dinehart and his meliflucus voice and
eves, Mrs, Lyvdig Hoyt, moreover, will
return to the metropolitan stage In
this piece after a summer gpent ab-
sorbing plays and technlque in stock
out West.

A further member of the cast will be
Don MeGlibney, who {8 to benoted under
the following counts: (1) He is a grad-
uate of Hamilton College, (2) he wau
an aviator In the war, (2) he ls a novel-
Ist who sella., Last spring he caused the
book reviewers to draw a besd on him
with “Slag.” He s now having a novel
published serlally In the AMetropolifan
Magazing and already ¢he critical weap-
ons are being sharpened for it, This
will be the first time he has taken refuge
on the stage from novel writing,

At the professlonal matinee last Sun-
day of his comedy, "The Torch Bearers,”
George Kelly indleated that he has the
maodesty of nonchalante, Coming outl to
make a curtiin spesch he becume sear-
Ingly confidential with the first two or
thres rows—presumably because there
wera no critice sitting there. From the
back of the house came crlies of “louder”
from ¢hose who felt entitled to a free
speech as well as frec seats. Sald Kolly
in & loud tone:

“But It lsn't important.”

The publlec who have been attonding
“R. TI. R." at the Garr Theater and
wondering how to pronounce the last
name of the suthor, Karel Capel, will be
{mmensely relieved to have that burden
taken off their mind. It |s uttered thus,
“Shah-peck,” with tha accent on
first syllable, a5 In disgust

Now that this matter has been sedtled

the |

promlises to call for lots of | ita points.

woman from the clly that the town has
Emersony will direct it and
Johin Cumberland will suppress himself |
In It |

1

Edward Kooblock has just won a race |
agalnet the transatiantic steamship |

| servics which was to determine whether |

gomething about Capek amnd his brother |

might be In order. These Czecho-Slo-

vakians, who collaboruted on “The In-|

sect Comody,” are both young nod are
inclined to . be revolutionary their
playe. o tendency of the young which
fa not' confinad to Ozecho-Slovakia.
Karel s avowedly a writer, while
brother, Josef, Is a eubdst palnter and
an aputhor when sidetracked. He
into the writing of “The Theect Co by
because of the ploturesque lnments,
bugs bheing inherently more adapled to

£or | cublsts than to dramativs,

Willlam A. Brady Iz gald to be spenid-
ing on the production of Capoek

n

| French plays our enthusiusm s sormre- | comedy as mueh as $50,000, not to men- |

what temperad.

tlon eleepless nlghts,

Brady alma to de

velop this Int the most amhitlous ef-

Against the Ineptitudes of our Lrans- | roer of his 1;;,_'_' “..;“ |t(‘ ’ o e

|lators we uarce always protesting ! baetis act and Its ant act, make
| raucously and without hope. Too|the stage genulnely creepy for onc

many of our managers seem to share
the viewpoint once expressed by our |
Iu!-i friend, Mr. Vincent Crummles o

| Portsmouth, wno, in tha bitterness of

| angrily:

|  “Danmune, if 1 haven't often said that
| I wouldn't have o muan or woman in

! my company that wasn't master of the | prinelpal rolo:
| e the fArst musical
| made since hils daught

| language, so that they might learn It
| from the origmnal and play it in Kng-
lilnh and save all this trouble and ex-

| pense.” |

| The transmogrification of “Almer” | have hitherto beap confined (o the

|]r|l0 “To Love" is by no means a bad | scensrio ther, have pussed along

| job, as such jobs have bean done on H, Woods the flnlshed adaptatior
work by twe T + authors,

| Broadway in recent years, but it does
| leve sometbing to be desired. When
| the “on dit” comes out as "one sayvs"
:lr ia as Jolting as that
|"Helgho!" with which the more non- |
{chalant characters In  bad Iinglish
novels are always sinking Into chintz- |
Irn\'nrv.rl chairs, Or as prim and Im-
| probable as the “It's a fine day, ia not
It of the June Austen stories, |
Such playwrights us Géraldy, never, |
in thelr own tongue, strive for Thnl
| litelitke, broken casual spesch which
lends such weraclty to the dialogue
| written by our own O'Neill. Or, for
| that matter, by Galsworthy. There {a
a certain precision, a certaln canonical
elogafice In the lunguage they suffer
thelr puppets to utter., And when
such language s lifted over into Eng- |
| lish there lies a speclal burden on the
| adapter, who must remember that any I
| murvival of Latinity In an English text
| 1s 1ikely “to add n mincing and peda-
| gogieal gait to Its spesch which may
have been no part of the first author's
Intention. |
| There is just enough of this linger-
|ing in the promptbook they are naingI
now at the Bijou to fmperil from time |
Ifn time the preclous illusion of Yife. |
|

Thera are times when you. the eaves- |
dropper, lose somewhat the sense that
you are listening in on the heart-to-
heart talks of three tormented human
beings. You feel ruther that you aro
attending a rather self-conscious con-
ference, an Impromptu piatform de-
bate . an love between—well, let us
say between Clavion IIamilton, Agnes
Repplier snd Willlam Lyon Phelps.
And wouldn't that be fun!

Many Unhappy Returns.

The cost of producing the firat “Aluale |
Box Revue" Ia unreliably reported flo
have been $£200,000 and that of the forth-
coming 1ssie to be $260,000—but at that, |
almont anything (s possible when Trving
Berlin, Bam Harris and iassard Short
get together and begin ordering bales of |
drean goods, The opening performance
hns besn aversubseribed more than four
| times, which puts it on a par with the

Intent Zlegfeld “'Follles,” for which F.
Ziegfeld, Jr., had to return meora than
$20,000 for unfilled orders for the open-
ihg night.

f for relief—EBrady will present
f:l‘ﬂl'e 1fi—[‘|<\rrll\'-'
sical
| having to Mift a play from the ¥rench | Cogxs,’
| before the following Monday, eried out | whipp
P writing plava with hils

and Bauwch,

o elncirie light
incredible | dealy with a small town youth of Incon-

way of contrast—and

Just by

“'p Bhe Goes," &
comedy verslom  of

* for which Frank Cra
the book Into shnpe
other hand,
irthy of “Irer

Tlerney and Joseph MoCs

necumulated the soore and Iyries, D
ald Brian ang Gloria Foy will have the
in tha sl which

", will

of stage plgtails,

John Emerson and Anita Loo

called Whale
Talking." until the cost of this titde
hux been fAgured out

in

tha ywright could do n play more |
gquick than a lner could do u voyage. |
Racently Kuoblock, who Lad his name
featured In the adaptation of Douglas
Falrbanks's  “Three Musksteers,"” pe-|
coajved an offer from the flim aiar to
make ""Mopslsur Heaucalre” pliable for |
the screen as his next pleture, Hegret- |
fully Encebloek deelined, explaining that |
he was already under contract with
Charles B. Cochran, London producer,
to write a play for him called “The |
Lullaby,” and that the scroen muar |
somehow get aloy without his ald. |

Then Falrbanks oame baclk with such |
& flattering offer that Knobloek went|
to Cochran In London In great perturba- |
tion of mind.

“My goodness," he sald, mopping his
brow, "I never heard of so0 much money
in my life, at least for a scenario.”

“Well," eald Cochran, “! don't want
to elog the wheels of progress.™

"“Tell you what I'll do,”" volunteered
Knobloek, "“I've got one art of the old |
thing already written, and I'll hop on
tho boat and see if I can’t finish the
rest of it on the trip over with you."

Which he did, spending s
nights composing *“*The Laullaby,
rest of the passenger list, as usual,
were rooting hard for the ship to get

4 of time, but Knob-
pewriter to hls Hmir,
It |

in many houra ahe
loek, driving hia t
was cheering foverishly every time
lost speed. And talent once more tri-
umphed over mere mechanlsm, for it
might be sald that he dotted the last |
“I'" Just before he landed. since ke huad
the play finlshed at 2 A, M., Just In
time to pass it through the Customs
House as n forelgn work of art

It 18 a play dealing with France of
the Empire period, about 1860, unud will
lr.ae”uncullad in London by Cochran this
all,

“Lawful Larceny,” aceording to
the diagnosticlans, was due to go
way of all royvalties In Phlladeiphia
last week., It was expected fhat
playing tlme there would bLe kept o

adl
tha
the
the
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Baslf Sydney, who plays the leading role in “R. U. B at the Garpick  5e9 tedm Ock 1, Soes
\

-

| Nights tn & Bar Room."

| apllogue does something that the thres

dicate that she would round upol the
East svoner than was anticipated,

At the time of going to press . H.
Woods huid net yet decided whether
“Tae Love Child"” should be kept mlive,
but it was notleeable that he was puss-
ing out cigurs like a proud father,

Avthur  Hopkins Dbegan rehearsals
during the laszt weak of “Hamilet,"” with
John Barrymore as virtually the only
member of the Hneup called for prac-
tlee,  The matter of who would play
Otheilo still sesméed to be one of those
leusiniun mysteries, Incldentally, Hop- *
kins =ald that the report that he would
revive “Peter Pan  with Genevieve
Tobln na Peter, was slmply a flash in
the pan.

Hobert Edmeond Jones, scenlc designer

| for Shakespeure by appointment, is sald

to bé writing his opinion of that well
known author, particularly with regani
to “Humlel” Pogsibly some medium will
now  be acked to get in touch with
Shakespenre and elicit his opinlon of
Robert Edmond Jones,

Two Hophing ventures are meeting op-
posite fortunes on the road, though their
business wrs not so divergént in New
York, which would tend to show that the
rod has a way of making up Its own
mind nowadays and that 100 nights in
New York" now mean less than “Ten
*Annu Chris-
the,” with Pauline Lord, Is having pros- !
perity showered down on it, whils “Tha '
Hulry Ape,” with Louls Wolheim, i=
having it more and more clearly shown
to him that this s no world for him. '

St

2 ion |
Bugune O'Nelll s reported to be writ- ;':m

Ing & woman's play, and Ethel Barry-

more, who {5 eager to becoma one of

that growlng band of pliyers who can

suy, glong with Willard Mack, that they

have done an O'Nelll play at lehst onoe,

18 understood to have first call op the

plece,  Meanwhile “Rose Bernd'™, con-

tinues to sell out at the Longacrs, and

the end is not yel, so that the time ap-

pointed for her ta do Rosalind |n “As

You Like 1t is still around the corner,
Hopkins, by the way, will probs._ o=

vive "The Jest" next year, but it will

be sent on tour, and John and Lionel

will not be the twaln who will make

astounding faces at each other, Mean-

p while the chances that Lionel will o '
| 8 o !
U'Nelll's “The Fountaln” spproach |
“Agc Before Beaut}h | German mark as a mlulmum.p e
__I lay. Presented, | S
- T 1 [ M Nov. 20, *21 || L¢o Carrillo was due in town over the
Captain Applejack «ssnen s Dee, 30 1-‘3-"'in ‘.'rll.l with the skeletonlzed cast for
Chauve-Bouris.,......,.Feh. 4, 22 || ;‘f”m Angelo,” consisting of the two
The Cat and the Canary.,..Feb. 7 |‘:-|{1r ey A i p B s K
e ¥ 3 | wullked on with the play in the Pmcifi
Partners Again.......7%... o May 1 coant tryout, T ™
i s H yout, hree other players will
er ” cevessmnane s May 15 || be sprinkled with the cast and the whaola
Ahje's ]!'jrh Hfl_""." oMay 23 || well stirred out of town In two wecks,
Zk-\_'frl-ix Wolites of 1 I :(‘l_l.hl".-r .Murnllcu himseif {v expectod to
Whispering Wires, U 7 ¢ Last to greass the skids for the
Blossom Time (8d eng. ). ... Aug. 7 '
gEihe Trdve X H .Tn ~' rname which bobbed to the L5
The Man 4 ¥ . . 0. for James T, Powers's musioud e
Fast Side, West . il relisappity Mop," but doubticss :
| . - relinqulsh the struggle by the
The Old Soak....... | time these words are cold,

"The Romuntle Age,” the A, A. Milne
conmiedy now hovering near, has the dls-

! tinttion of having been tried out by two

4 r organleations, and still survive
he professional stuge. Not only

Elven a capable production by

= It
Amateur Comedy Club here, but an-

wp of tledglings poured forth
arts In It at Summit, N. J,, lust
It was hers that ¥Frederick
pe. who Is to present it with Hugh
— purformed and declded
d do about it. Incldentally, the
role was plaved by Beatrlce
o thus won a chance to spouk
¢If In “The Ewvergreen Lady.*
marking the firsy time, as they say, on

any astage

'

-

g

MY DEAR SIR: ]

The Epilogue of “R. U. R.”

To the

Uramatiz Editer:
In the
for ih

mwenernl chorus of enthusinsm
Theater Gal'd's productiof
eTEat "R, 1. R thers
i Wy T definite
inexplivab wantisfuction with
igion of thiz play., The diesonant
ranged all the way fron
bin's charge that the finals wis

to Heywood Broun's protest
entire last cet was fncongrus
sentimental” and snnecossary.
o ohjections secm to me to be not
captious bhut contrary to thes splrit
the performanecs, And, what is
mora, theyv are all fundamentally falae.

In the firat place, the extraordinary
third act hbas ended, nfter thirty minutles =5
W otwit

ional

nve

ching suspense, on & plane of
emendous intensity. But the power
impalling this climax has heen the force
of negation, We have witnessed in Jalf
an hour the ast stand of elvilization.
I'e machine has been conquered b him
var iets of machinary, the cfe-
Ators have heon smashed by their own
creations.  Ths human race, with the
xeeption of ome old man, has been
wipad oul Tt Is Ireredibla that e
play should end on such & nots, Dasirics
tion 1 means, not an and—a platituds
that npplles even to euch & detal]l an
the tochnie of the drama, Tha
Aty to ascend, the push up from
he, the etornal desire of life

fs murely no Ie

liw ngencies of destrurc-

tion it the playwright had
o finul curtain on (he
I o llezs robots, hie would
a " n hulf of his wor!
an & . ward curve must le
mUgEe L ried

But. f deration of aetual
thant I ubetract drama,
the omission of the spllogus would be

Hare incomnrehenmhle This

praceding  aciw never  achleved it
crentes-and nhiniaine—a spiritual
moond, which awings the entira play to
wudden and surprising helghte.  Tron)
has niready reac the peak, pocind
satire has heen combined with terror
to hring gorously maeladrs-

about 3

il then—an Molnar In
liom™ laft reallsm for

] y
fantn Capek 1ifts the last pct Crom
the levnl of physical action by an
semotlons]| purity wii'ch the other steness
have scareely suggested It In exalin-
Linr nstond of execltament postry
athe han  propaganda, If K =
ah cal fand |t has become the

fan 1 to pronaunce the word with o

wot ited  condescension) it I»
of the highest order-an end
without disturking the strengih
Uapek’'s powerful parable, lLas its
von integrity and |s as complete a3 (4
| ia inevitable,
Louvis LNTRERMEISA
.
’ =




